BLOOD WEDDING
under the bridegroom's wing
and never leave your house,
for the bridegroom is a dove
with his breast a firebrand
and the fields wait for the whisper
of spurting blood.

the wheel was a-turning
and the water was flowing
and your wedding night comes.
Oh, water, sparkle!
MOTHER [entering]: At last!
FATHER: Are we the first ones?
SERVANT: No, Leonardo and his wife arrived a while ago. They
drove like demons. His wife got here dead with fright. They made
the trip as though they*d come on horseback.
FATHER: That one's looking for trouble. He's not of good blood.
MOTHER: What blood would you expect him to have? His whole
family's blood. It comes down from his great-grandfather, who
started in killing, and it goes on down through the whole evil breed
of knife-wielding and false-smiling men.
FATHER: Let's leave it at that!
SERVANT: But how can she leave it at that?
MOTHER: It hurts me to the tips of my veins. On the forehead of all
of them I see only the hand with which they killed what was mine.
Can you really see me? Don't I seem mad to you? Well, it's the
madness of not having shrieked out all my breast needs to. Always
in my breast there's a shriek standing tiptoe that I have to beat
down and hold in under my shawls. But the dead are carried off
and one has to keep still. And then, people find fault.
[She removes her shawl]
FATHER: Today's not the day for you to be remembering these
things.
MOTHER: When the talk turns on it, I have to speak. And more so
today. Because today I'm left alone in my house,
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